


LINES ON WAN 


bs Who was born blind. 






























PRICE ONH PENNY. 


1. Here’s success to this Country 
So ancient and brave, 
Many troubles we have gone through, 
And yet we are saved ; 
If those romantic mountains 
Could only tell tales, 
They would present the stranger 
With a story of Wales. 


/ 2. So stout, hearty, aad noble 

Were our fathers of old, 

There were none that could bribe them 
With silver or gold; 

Both her poets and minstrels 
On their proud steads did ride, 

Yet we sich for those heroes 
Who in Victory died. 


3. May the country of Cambria 

Still blend in success, 

She has succoured all nations 
Tn every distress ; 

When she saw them in trouble 
Then unto them she flew, 

Though her warriors were stern, 
They were always found true. 


4, Oh, how rich are her mountains, 
See what treasures are there, 
She is nourishiug thousands, 
She has plenty to spare ; 









File widow and orphan 

F And the babe on the knee, 

Bhe doth stretch out her hand 
And say, Come unto me. 


5, Unto us she is a-mother, —- 

And to her we come; 

She has food and employment 
For the old and the young— 

She has wealth for the humble 
‘And the homeless child, 

She doth minister joy 
To the wandering exile. 


6. How sublime is her language, 
How sweet is her song, 
How happy the children 
Who to her. belong ; 
Where the lambs of the mountain 
And the birds of the vales, 
Are shouting so gay 
For the glory of Wales. 


7. Let us spread forth her victories, 

And let them abound, 

And recite her sweet history 1 
To all strangers around ; 

Then the rich and the nobles | 
Will come from atar, | 

And unite their sweet voice 
With the dulcet guitar. 


@. Like the star in her beauty 

When shining full bright, 

We are cheered by the gleam 
Of our fires by night, 

Where the harps of the mountains 
Doth resound through the vales, 

And her daughters are singing, 
Oh, come back to Wales. 
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9. Do you sing for a country 
Where they say there is gold ; 
Will you venture your life ‘ 
To the heat aud the cold ; 
) Do yoa think to be happy 
oe On a far distant shore, 
When you leave your own land 
To behold it no more. 


10. Oh, No, I ean never 
Believe what you say, 
You will think of your birth place, 
When you are far far away; 
Then your tears will be flowing, 
When you tell the sweet tales 
Of the minstrets and poets 
And warriors of Wales. 


11. When you are sitting at home 
And retiring to rest, 
You will think of your country, 
The land you love best; 
You will say, *‘ Could I cross 
The wide ocean again, 
‘ In my own native land 
I would safely remain,” 


i 12. Then when on your soft pillow 
You are reclining at night, 

You will dream of her music 
And her songs of delight ; 

When you gaze on the ships 

| With their proud lofty sails, 

You will weep for your friends 
~ You have left home in Wales. 


13. Let your victorious name 
Swell your bosoms with pride, 
Think how true your forefathers 
Have stood by your side ; 










Bw, alas! shall her sons 
Gé and leave her to.fall, 

ill they fight: for a stranger 
Whom they know not at all ? 


14, Be content with the treasurers 

Of your own native earth, 
Let your hearts be at rest 

In the land of your birth; 
Let us listen no more 

To those flattering tales, 
But be ever found true 

To ‘our dear native Wales. 
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. Shall the cold hearted stranger 
Entice you away, 

While the voice of your sisters 
Doth entreat you to stay, 
Like the sons of old Cambria, 

For ever be true, 
Then why should you desire 
To bid us adieu. 
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16, If your wish is for gold 
You have plenty to spare 
lf you wish to be happy, 
You haye happiness there ; 
Look no more on those ships 
With their proud swelling sails, 
Let us join hand and heart 
And be constant to Wales. 
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